260         HIS ROYAL PROGRESS
" Tonng BifiEen had finished his second quart,
And was drawing the cork of a third, "While I was singing a rollicking stave Of how I enjoyed a life on the wave, A remark which I knew was absurd.
"And the rest were trying to do a snooze,
When a sudden and fearful yell Arose from the forest all around, And out there rushed at the ominous sound
What seemed like devils of hell,
u They were warriors fierce of a cannibal tribe,
The horrible Hullaballu, Led on to the charge by Bong-i-Wong, The monarch ferocious, huge, and strong
Of that awful omnivorous crew.
" We were knocked out of time in less than a trice,
And carried away on their shoulders, And when I awoke with a splitting head, I found we were camped in a river bed, Surrounded by massive boulders.
ni
The niggers were taking their midday meal,
And cramming elastic maws, And just in time I saw quite clear The calf of young Biffen disappear
Through Bong-i-Wong's mighty jaws.